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income of two hundred thousand pounds.
He bequeathed everything to his secretary.
It is as if Nicomede had bequeathed his
kingdom to Caesar. I would bet that you
do not understand. It seems to me that
Boulogne is becoming more beautiful. I
saw fishwomen there coquettishly dressed;
but what English women there are, and what
hats they wear! Good-by, dear friend. I
am going for two days to Trouville.

CCLXXXIII.

PARIS, October 13, 1865.
DEAR friend, I found your letter yester-
day at my return from Biarritz. The first
welcome of my native city was not amiable.
I had, last night, one of my longest attacks
of spasms. It comes, I suppose, from the
change of air, or it may be the result of a
journey of fourteen hours in a railway train.
This morning I feel better. I have lamen-
table letters from people about nothing but
cholera. Nobody thinks of it here, and I
think that, except drunkards, none suffered
seriously. If the cholera had begun in Parisssing. The son of a
